A     DEFENCE     OF     DULL     COMPANY     279

sisters husband, the company promoter.   We suffer
a voluntary exile.

The people we meet at such a time are generally
dull. This is probably the reason why our engage-
ments with them become affairs of the newly-wakened
conscience, things not to be thought of in June or
September, when such persons, nothing but poor
wraiths of the memory, mean less to us than the
trembling shadow of a leaf. Our friends, of course,
are not dull; if they were, they would not be our
friends. Indeed, I flatter myself that most of my
friends would not be considered dull in any company,
unless it was in a company of flappers, and even then
I think some of them would give a good account of
themselves. One or two of them are people of such
rare charm that their very appearance acts as signal
to hospitality to fling its gates wide open; if they were
dropped from an aeroplane into some remote and alien
city, I believe they would have received half a dozen
invitations to dinner before they had walked the
length of the main street. Such are my friends; witty,
genial, argumentative,* roaring, subtle, wise and
humorous souls: I rejoice in them. But, I repeat,
the people I see at this time of the year, and only
at this time, are not my friends, and they are dull.
Everybody knows them. They are not the skeleton
in everybody's cupboard, for the skeleton is usually
some relative who is a cheerful wastrel and turns up
at inconvenient moments to borrow five shillings; the
skeleton is exciting. These people are rather the cup-